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THE BIRTH OF SENSIBILITY. 


One beautiful serene summer evening, after 
rambling ina grove of laurels, till the lamp of 
night arose and gilded the objects around me, I 
seated myself on the bank of a winding river. A 
weeping-willow spread over me its branches, 
which drooping, swept the stream; an antique 
tower, partly in ruins, mantled in ivy, and sur- 
rounded with yew and cypress, was the only build- 
ing to be seen. 

I had been reading a melancholy tale, which in 
strong colours impressed itself on my memory, and 
led me to reflect on the strange pleasure we some- 
times feel in perusing the most tragical story. 
‘“*What,” said I, “can occasion it? can the human 
heart delight in the misfortunes of another? for- 
bid it heaven!” My eyes were fixed on the surface 
of the water: the soft beams of Luna sported on 
the waves; all nature seemed liushed to repose; 
When a gentle slumber stole over my senses, and 
methought a being, of an angelic form, seated her- 
self beside me. A mantle, of the palest sapphire, 
hung over her shoulders to the ground: auburn 
hair fell in waving curls on her fine neck; and a 
white veil, almost transparent, shaded her face: as 
she lifted it up, she sighed and continued for some 
moments silent. Never did [ behold a counten- 
ance so delicate; and notwithstanding a smile 
played upon her coral lips, her lovely blue eyes 
were surcharged with tears, and resembled violets 
dropping with dew. Beneath her veil she wore 
a wreath of jasmine and mingled amaranths. 

“‘Wonder not,” said she in accents soft as the 
breath of Zephyr, “that a state of woe can please. 
I am called Sensrpiniry, and have been from 
infancy your constant companion. My sire was 
Houmanrry, and my mother Symparay. I (the 
offspring of their love) was born in a cavern, 
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overshadowed with myrtles and orange trees, at 
the foot of Parnassus, and consigned to the care 
of Melpomene, who fed me with honey from try- 
bla, and lulled me to rest with plaintive songs and 
melancholy music. On one side of the cavern run 
a stream from Helicon, and in the trees around 
it the doves and nightingales built their nests. 

“I make it my sole care to augment the feli- 
city of some favored mortals, who nevertheless, 
repine at my influence, and would gladly be un- 
der the dominion of apathy. 

“Alas! how inconsiderate! if the rose has therns, 
has it not a vermeil tincture and ambrosial sweet- 
ness? if the woodbine droops, laden with the dew 
drops of the morning, when the sun has exhaled 
them, will it not be refreshed and breathe richer 
fragrance? so if a heart be touched with a story 
of distress, it will at the same time experience 
delightful sensations. If the tears often flow, say, 
can you call it weakness? can you wish to be di- 
vested of this genuine test of tenderness, and de- 
sire the departure of sensibility?” “Ah! no, fair 
nymph! still deign to be my attendant: teach me 
to sigh with the wretched, and with the happy 
to rejoice. I am now sensible that the pleasure 
which arises from the legends of sorrow, owes its 
origin to the certain knowledge that our hearts 
are not callous to the finer feelings: but thaf'we 
have some generous joys, and generous cares, be- 
yond ourselves!” 

Scarcely had I pronounced these words when 
the loud tolling of the village bell broke the fet- 
ters in which Morpheus had bound me, and dis- 
pelled the airy illusion. L. M. 








—d 


ANECDOTE. 


A soldier having lost both his arms in a battle, 
in which he had greatly distinguished himself, his 
Colonel presented him with half a crown after the 
battle—“It appears,” said the grenadier, refusing 
it, “as if you thought I had only lost a pair of 


gloves.” 
Vol, III. 
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Tue Spirit oF THE CLosET. 


The sensation which a participation in acts of bene- 
volence affords the human heart, is of a nature ex- 
tremely grateful—more especially when it is 
proved that these efforts have been answered. 
Professor Junker, well known to possess no mean 
abilities in the Galen school, is an instance among 
others, of the happiness derived from being en- 
gaged in the works of mercy. A relation of the 
means pursued im snatching from perdition a fel- 
low creature, and the consequent preservation of a 
valuable member of society, was communicated in 
substance to a foreigner of distinction, who having 
obtained permission, gave it to the world. 
Professor Junker once procured for dissec- 

tion, the body of two criminals who had been han- 

ged. The key of the dissecting room not being 
immediately at hand when they were carried home 
to him, he ordered them to be laid down in a closet 
which opened in his apartment: the evening came, 
and Junker, according to custom, proceeded to 
resume his literary labors, before he retired to 
rest. It was now near midnight, and all his fam- 
ily were asleep, when he heard a rumbling noise 
in his closet; thinking that by some mistake the 
cat had been shut up with the dead bodies, he rose 
and took the candle, and went to see what had 
happened. But what must have been his astonish- 
ment, or rather his panic, when perceiving the 
sack which contained the two dead bodies, was 
rent in the middle, he approached, and found one 
of them gone! The doors and windows were well 
secured, and he thought it impossible the bodies 
could be stolen; he tremblingly looked round the 
closet, and observed the dead man seated in the 
corner. Junker stood for a moment motionless! the 
dead man seemed to look towards him: he moved 
to the right and Ieft, but the dead man still kept 
his eyes on him: the professor then retired step by 
step, with his eyes fixed on the object of his alarm; 
and holding the candle in his hand until he reached 
the door--the(supposed)dead man instantly started 
up and followed him.—A figure of so hideous an 
appearance—naked and in motion—the lateness 
of the hour—the deep silence which prevailed— 
every thing concurred to overwhelm him with con- 
fusion. He let fall the only candle which he had 
burning, and all was darkness; he made his escape 
to his bed-chamber and threw himself on his bed; 
thither he was pursued, and he soon felt the (sup- 
nosed) dead man embracing his legs and loudly 
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a sobbing. Repeated cries of ‘leave me, leave me!” 


released Junker from the grasp of the (supposed) 
dead man, who now exclaimed—*me! good execu- 
tioner! have mercy upon me.” Junker soon per- 
ceived the cause of what had happened, and re- 
sumed his fortitude. He informed the reanimated 
sufferer who he really was, and made a motion to 
call up some of the family—*You wish then to 
destroy me,” exclaimed the criminal; “if you call 
any one, my adventure will become public, and E 
shall be taken a second time and be executed; in 
the name of humanity, I implore you to save my 
life.” The physician struck a light, covered his 
guest with a night gown, and having made him 
take a cordial, requested to know what had 
brought him to the gibbet. The poor wretch in- 
formed him that he had enlisted for a soldier, but 
that having no great attachment to that profession, 
he had determined to desert; that he had unfortu- 
nately entrusted his secret to a kind of crimp, a 
fellow of no principle, who recommended him to 
a woman. in whose house he was to remain con- 
cealed; that this woman had discovered his retreat 
to the officers of police, &c. Junker was extreme- 
ly perplexed how to save the poor man: it was 
impossible to retain him in his own house and 
keep the affair a secret; and to turn him out was 
to expose him to certain destruction; he resolved 
to conduct him out of the city, in order that he 
might go into a foreign jurisdiction, but it was 
almost impossible to pass the gates, as they were 
strictly guarded; he however gave him some of 
his old clothes, covered him with a cloak, and at 
an early hour set out for the country with his pro- 
tege behind him. On arriving at the city gate, 
where he was well known, he said in a hurrying 
tone that he was sent to visit a sick person who 
was dying in the suburbs: he was permitted to 
pass. Having both got inte the open fields, the 
deserter threw himself at the feet of his deliverer, 
to whom he vowed eternal gratitude, and after re- 
ceiving some pecuniary assistance, departed, of- 
fering up prayers for his happiness.--Twelve years 
after, Junker having occasion to go to Amster- 
dam, was accosted on the exchange by a man well 
dressed and of the best appearance, who he had 
been informed was one of the most respectable 
merchants in that city. The merchant, in a polite 
tone, enquired whether he was professor Junker, 
of Linh, and on, being answered in thc affirmative 
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he requested in an earnest manner, his company 
to dinner: the professor consented, Having reach- 
ed the merchant’s house, he was shown into an ele- 
gant apartment, where he found a beautiful wite 
and two fine healthy children; but he could scarce- 
ly suppress his astonishment at meeting with so 
cordial a reception from a family with whom he 
thought himself entirely unacquainted.— After din- 
ner, the merchant taking him into his counting 
room, said—you do not recollect me—not at all 
—but E well recollect you, and never will your 
features be erased from my memory. You are my 
benefactor! I am the person who came to life in 
your closet, and to whom you paid so much atten- 
tion! On parting from you I took the road to 
Holland. E wrote a good hand, and was tolerably 
expert at accounts, and soon obtained employment 
as a clerk. My good conduct and zeal for the in- 
terest of my patron, procured me his confidence 
and his daughter’s love. On his retiring from 
business, I succeeded him and became his son-in- 
jaw. But for you however, I should not have liv- 
ed to experience. Hénceforth, look upon my house, 
my fortune, and myself at your disposal. Those 
who possess the smallest portion of sensibility, can 
casily represent to themselves the feelings of Dr. 
Junker, 4K 
——— 
THE INTRODUCTION. 

*T announce to you, ladies, one of the finest 
women in Paris,’’ says Linval to the brilliant com- 
pany assembled in his magnificent saloon—“the 
elegant, the amiable Emercia. Lo! she is descend- 
ing from her carriage—I run to present her my 
hand.” 

*‘Ah! we shall be enchanted with a glimpse of 
her,” unanimously exclaimed the ladies. “I am 
rejoiced,” says one, “at this opportunity to as- 
certain whether her beauty justifies its reputation.” 
“I have a box at the opera to-night,” says another, 
“but I gladly resign the spectacle for the pleasure 
of admiring such celebrated attraction.” 

The doors open, and the amiable Emercia en- 
ters, attended by Linval. A movement of admira- 
tion is excited through the whole assembly. The 
men press eagerly around her; the ladies converse 
ina low tone: a more than ordinary glow of ver- 
million suffuses her cheeks; symptoms of chagrin 
and simpering smiles, mark the countenances of 
the female part of the company. Emercia re- 
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ceives the homage of the admiring cavaliers with 
an air of modesty, and answers in the most flat- 
tering manner to the compliments of the ladies. 
The conversation begins—it rambles, or rather it 
flies over a thousand different subjects. 

Questions are artfully put to clicit particularly, 
the sentiments of the amiable Emercia. They arc 
so many wiles spread to catch her, and she evades 
them with admirable sagacity. It is already half 
an hour, and the eyes of the company have not 
been withdrawn for an instant from the charming 
woman. 

Her visit over, she takes leave, carrying with 
her as many hearts as there are men of sensibility 
in the room. 

Linval anxious to learn the impression made by 
her presence on the ladies, eagerly enquires the 
opinion of each. 


All agree that she is a fine woman—“Bui— 
but—but,” says the peiife Toni, “she is on too 
large a scale for a wonran:—she would be more 
graceful, if not so tall by three inches. ‘These gi- 
gantic waists never have a fine shape.” 

‘But she is a little pale,” says the corpalent 
madame Souffice: with more em bon point she 
would have a brighter bloom. We never see a 
fine skin on a skeleton.” 

“But her chest is somewhat flat,” says madam 
Charnu: ‘‘a fine neck is a great set off to beauty.” 
‘But her forehead is too low,” said the dowager 
Chauvetempe: ‘the forehead is the mirror of the 
mind, and when high, indicates a great soul.” 

‘‘But her eyes are too large,” says little blink- 
ing Emiras, ‘‘an excess there, is a great defect, as 
in genera! such eyes have not much expression.” 

**But her nose is rather long,” says mademoi- 
selle Cami, “the nose a la Roxalana, has a more 
animated “ect.” 

Thus from buts to buts, he finds that this beau- 
ty whom all Paris admires, has not a single fea- 
ture without a defect. 

And, pray Sir, who is this charming Emercia? 
—why, every lovely woman of the day, on her 
first introduction to the beau monde. L. M. 


The infant son of Mr. Pole Tilney Long Wel- 
lesley, is christened by the name of William 
Richard Arthur Pole Tilney Long Wellesley. 

[Long enough! in all conscience.] 
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IS THERE A HEART THAT NEVER LOVED. 
SUNG BY MR. PHILIPPS. | 
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Oh! bear him to some distant shore, or so-li-ta-ry cell; Where none but savage monsters roar, 
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For there’sa charm in woman‘s eyes : And he who can resist her smile; ; 
A languege in her tear; ° With brutes alone should live; p 
A spell in every sacred sigh : Nor taste that joy which care beguiles, se 
Lo many to virtué dear; 5 That joy her virtues give. 
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THE “HEAD.” 

A one-year old Eprror of the city, it will be recol- 
lected, wisely solicited his Patrons ¢o excuse, for a 
while, the #£4D at the top of his paper, as it should 
not remain a dlock-hcad longer than it was possible 
for him to turn it to a brass-head! Following the plan 
of this second “Franklin,” as che best way to introduce 
so interesting a «ubject to the Pva_Lic, we most res- 
pectfully beg leave to request, that the readers of the 
“Magazine,” will not be so illiberal as to conclude, 
that, because we have considerably reduced the size 
of its head, the concents will suffer by the compres- 
Sion; but, on the contrary, to expect, that they will be 
benefited by the larger portion left for literary varie- 
ty. To conclude, we furthermore most respectfully 
beg leave to acquaint the worzp, as the sapient edi- 
tor has done before us, with the mat¢erials of which 
our head is composed;— unlike his, it is neither drass 
nor wood, but nothing more nor less than good type- 
metal, formed into sound “American Cannon,” 

meine 


ADVANTAGEOUS OFFER TO PATRONS 
AND OTHERS. ° 
Subscribers to this paper, who will use their 
friendly influence with acquaintances, to increase the 

patronage, shall receive,with the thanks of the editor, 
( whose expences are more than doubled by the ad- 
dition of the music,) a gratuitous copy of the 
folio sheets of Music, as printed every week sepa- 
rately from the ‘Magazine,’ under the title of “The 
Weekly Musical Visitor,’ for any number of sub- 
scribers above three, thus obtained, 

And all persons, subscribers or not, who will act 
as agents merely for the purpose of receiving at 
their houses, the orders of such strangers who may 
wish to subscribe, shali be furnished with the work 


regularly, without charge. 
(=) 5 
A 


Last year a female maniac was found in the 
most mountainous, rocky, and barren part of the 
Pyrences. She was entirely sans vestement and 
caught with great difficulty. She made her escape 
twice, and was not retaken till after the lapse of 
some time. It was known she had passed winters 
amid the almost perpetual snow and ice of the 
mountain. A part of the season she subsisted on 
fish, which she caught in the rivers and ate alive. 
By cruel treatment and neglect she died soon af- 
ter she was taken the last time. In her fits of 
raving, and at other times, her Janguage was al- 
together French; and her expressions shew that 
she had been well educated. At one time, when 
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glancing her eyes at her person, she exclaimed, 
‘what will my unhappy husband say!”? At another 
time, being asked if she was not afraid of the 
bears, she answered “the bears! mo! they are 
my best friends! they keep me warm.” 

It was generally believed, that this female, 
with her husband, had fled from the revolutionary 
horrors of France to Spain, That on their native 
country becoming more tranquil, they were re- 
turning, when on the frontiers, they were met by 
robbers, stripped of every thing, even their 
clothes, and the man murdered before the eyes of 
his wife. — 

A dramatic Jeu D’Esprit, entitled “The Sea Ser- 
pent, or the Gloucester Hoax,” has lately been writ- 
ten in Charlestown, S. C. 

a 

Mr. Cooper and Mr. Philipps are playing in 
Charlestown, and Mr. Wallach in Boston, Mr. May- 
wood’s engagement in Boston expired last Monday- 
night—it is said he has a second engagement in this 
city. —— 

Mr M‘Carty, who shot in the late duc!, General 
Mason, itis said, has gone to England. 

A second performance ot Haydn’s Oratorio of the 
“Creation,” took place in Boston, last Tuesday. 





Memorrs or CAROLAN Tue Irtsu Baro. 


Carolan, the Orpheus of the Irish peasantry, 
was born in the county of Westmeath in the year 
1670. Poverty, the usual fate of genius, attended 
him; but, with the usual fire of genius, he over- 
came it. With no companion but his harp, and no 
patronage but his fancy, he found an easy access 
to the board of Irish hospitality, where his wants 
were a sufficient introduction, and his song an am 
ple recompence. At an early age he had the mis- 
fortune to lose his sight by the small-pox; but such 
was his fortitude that, he merely remarked “his 
eyes were transplanted into his ears.” In one of 
his love songs however he touches on it in the fol- 
lowing beautiful and pathetic allusion: 

“ Even he whose eyes admit no ray 
Of beauty’s pure and splendid day, 
Yet though he cannot see the light, 
He feels it warmand knows it bright.” 

In his rambles he met with the celebrated Ge- 
miniani, the same who said he found no music, on 
this side of the Alps, so original and affecting as 
the Irish—the foreigner wishing to surpass and 
perhaps surprise our peasant minstrel, played be- 
fore him some of the most difficult Italian pieces, 
but what was his astonishment at hearing Carelan; 
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when he had concluded, distinctly follow him 
through all their variations with a rapidity of ex- 
ecution and delicacy of touch peculiarly his own. 

Armed with his harp, Carolan was invincible, 
and wetbher in mirth or in melancholy he swept its 
strings, nature was his instructress,and sympathy 
his slave. The child of impulse, all his emotions 
were involuntary—when warmed into any sudden 


sensibility of feeling, his heart, if | may so ex- 


press it, was at his fingers’ ends. It was in one of 
those moments of inspiration that he poured forth 
Lis beautiful pieces of sacred music, and that de- 
lightful air called his Receipt, better known per- 
haps by the appellation of Bumper squire Jones. 

fi is a general remark that those who have 
Leen so unfortunate as to lose their sight, are of- 
ten compensated by the superior quickness of the 
other senses. Of this, our minstrel was a striking 
instance, as the following adecdote, related by Mr. 
Walker, will testify. In his youth he was much en- 
amoured of a peasant girl, called Bridget Cruise, 
who however was unpoetic enough to slight his 
advances, and they parted. After an interval of 
some years, Carolan went on a pilgrimage to an 
island in Lough Deargh, long venerable in the 
eye of rural superstition. On his return he found 
some devotees waiting the arrival of the boat, and 
taking the hand ofa female in order to assist her 
on board, he instantly exclaimed, “by the land 
of my gossip this is the hand of Bridget Cruise;” 
which indeed it proved to be! I had the relation 
from his own mouth,.said Mr. O*Connor, and in 
terms which strongly impressed me with the emo- 
tion which he felt at thus accidentally meeting the 
object of his early affections. I have remarked 
that Carelan lived on the casual bounty of those 
he chose to visit. To the universal courtesy of his 
welcome there is but one exception, and his poe- 
tic revenge affords a specimen of ready and caus- 
tic satire which ought not to be omitted. In one of 
his excursions he called at an house, where he had 
always been received with the ceadth milha foiltha, 
—an hundred thousand welcomes—the proverbial 
expression of Irish hospitality: the master of the 
mansion was unfortunately absent; and a “pam- 
pered menial,” called O'Flynn, drove poor Caro- 
lan away. He instantly sung, accompanied by his 
harp, the following lines— 


“What a pity hell’s gates were not kept by OfF lynn,. 


So surly a dog would let nobody in.” 
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Carolan; the Jrish Bard. 
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Severe indeed must the inhospitable prohibition 
have appeared to him whose heart was an aliis- 
house, and whose little all was public property. 
By the death of Carolan, freland lost the last of 
those harmonious wandérers who were the min- 
strels of her ancient happiness—the music of her 
summer day. His thoughts, his love, his soul, his 
very sighs, were Irish; and, in the melodious 
mourning of his national enthusiasm, when enter- 
tained at the residence of one of our fallen princes, 
he was-heard to exclaim, ‘‘here and here only, in 
this house of O*Connor, my harp has the old sound 
in it.” 

The following affecting anecdote will shew the 
amiable estimation of his private life. A shert 
time after his death, his bosom friend and broth- 
er minstrel, M*Cabe, who had not heard even of 
his illness, went to see him; in passing through 
the church-yard near Carolan’s cottage, he met a 
peasant of whom he enquired for his friend—the 
peasant pointed to his grave;—M’Cabe tottered 
to the spot, and sinking down on it in agony, al- 
ter some moments, thus vented his poetic lamen- 
tation: 

“I came, with friendship’s face, to glad my heart, 
But sad and sorrowful my steps depart; 

In my friend’s stead, a spot of earth was shown, 
And, on his grave, my woe-struck eyes were thrown; 
No more to their distracted sight remain’d, 

But the cold clay that, all they lov’d, contain’d! 
And there his last and narrow bed was made, 

And the drear tombstone for its covering laid. 
Alas! for this my aged heart is wrung, 

Grief choaks my voice and trembles on my tongue; 
Lonely and desolate I mourn the dead, 

The friend, with whom my ev’ry comfort fled. 
There is no anguish can with this compare, 

No pains, diseases, sufferings nor despair, 

Like that I feel, while such a loss I mourn; 

My heart’s companion from its fondness torn. 

Oh! insupportable, distracting grief! 

Woe, that through life can never hope relicf! 
Sweet-singing harfi—thy melody is o’er— 

Sweet friendship’s voice—I hear thy sound no more-- 
Mv bliss—my wealth of poetry is hed— 

And ev’ry joy, with him I lov’d, is dead! 

Alas! what wonder (while my heart drops blood 
Upon the woes that drain its vital flood), 

If maddening grief, no longer can be borne, 

And frenzy fill the breast with anguish torn!” 


Those who are acquainted with his music may 
find some of his most beautiful airs in the Irish 
Melodies, where, like gems set in gold, they appear 
‘*married” to the “‘immortal verse” of the inimita- 
ble Anacreon Moore. 








CHiediock. 


“ u . VPAADUAR CRRA CAUNAREANEA LEAR RUANAA AANA ANA TD 


Carolan died, at the age of sixty-eight, and was 
buried in the parish-church of Kilronan in the dio- 
cese of Ardagh. A simple mount of grass forms 
his appropriate monument, and pure is the tear 


with which nature’s children consecrate his me- 
mory. PuILLIPs. 


TO THE UNMARRIED. 


Of all the gratifications human nature can en- . 


joy, and of all the delights it is formed to impart, 
none is equal to that which springs from a long 
tried and mutual affection. The happiness which 
arises from conjugal felicity is capable of with- 
standing the attacks of time, grows vigorous in 
age, and animates the heart with pleasure and 
delight, even when the vital fluid can scarcely 
force a passage through it. 

No man ever prospered in the world without 
the consent and co-operation of his wife: let him 
be ever so frugal, industrious, or successful, all 
avails nothing if she is unfaithful to her trust, or 
profusely squanders in pleasure and dissipation 
those sums which toil and application gained; but 
if she unites in mutual endeavours, or rewards his 
labour with an endearing smile, with what spirit 
and perseverance does he apply to his vocation; 
with what confidence will he resort either to his 
merchandise or farm; fly over land; sail upon the 
seas; meet difficulty, and encounter danger,—if he 
knows he is not spending his strength in vain, but 
that his labour will be rewarded by the sweets of 
home! How delightful is it to have a friend to 
cheer, and a companion to soothe, the solitary 
hours of grief and pain! Solitude and disappoint- 
ment enter into the history of every man’s life; 
and he is but half provided for his voyage, who 
finds but an associate for happy hours, while for 
his months of darkness and distress no sympha- 
thising partner is prepared! 

Prudence and foresight can neither ward off 
the stroke of disease, nor prevent the calamities 
which are ordained by heaven. Aflluence cannot 
purchase release from pain, nor tenderness cool a 
fever in the blood; yet there is an ear open to the 
married man’s complaints; a heart ready to sym- 
pathise in his sorrows; an eye bedewed with ten- 
der drops of compassion; and a life that is abso- 
lutely bound up in his: and as enjoyment derives 
additional relish from participation, so misery 
loses the poignancy of its barb, in the bosom form- 
ed for sympathetic kindness. EK 
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LAA POOP VEE E TEU 


SELECTED ANECDOTES. 


A lusty young fellow, in a tattered garb, anda 
long beard that bespoke the extreme of distress, 
solicited an elderly gentleman for alms, in a pite- 
ous tone of voice; the benevolent gentleman gave 
him a shilling; “If this relief,’ said the beggar, 
‘*had not come so opportunely, I should have been 
driven to do what I never intended.”—** What 
was that,” said the gentleman, impatiently.—*To 
work,” said the impostor. 


A country man was stopped by a revenue of- 
ficer at Burlesdon, where he took from him two 
casks of spirits, which he supposed to be smug- 
gled. After the officer had carried the liquor from 
Burlesdon to Tichfield, a distance of three miles, 
the man suddenly stopped at a house saying, ‘*It 
is to be left here.” The officer replied, “No; as 
I have seized it, it must go to the excise office,” 
and immediately proceeded with the casks. Not 
so fast, master, replied the countryman, “I have 
a little bit of paper here, which if you will take 
the trouble of reading, you will find it is to be 
left at this house.” The officer having read the 
paper, exclaimed, “Why you rascal, this is a per- 
mit; why did’nt you shew it me before’? **Because,” 
said he, “if I had, you would not have been so 
kind as to have carried the liquor so far for me.” 


A sailor passing one day through the town of 
Liverpool, and having occasion to buy shoes, cast 
his eyes about in order to find out a shop in 
which he could suit himself to his satisfaction, 
He had not walked far, when he saw the words, 
Adam Strong, shoe-maker, in capital letters over 
a door. As the honest tar had not wasted much of 
his time in the study of orthography, he read it 
thus:—4 dam strong shoe-maker. “This is the 
man for my money,”’ said Jack, “for I want a 
damn strong pair of shoes.” : 


Copy of a letter from a country *squire to his 
apothecary.—Dear Sir my son dick was throune 
frem his hors yisterday, and got a confusien in 
his head, they say if his skul was not very thick, 
thyt it would be fracktered, bring all your stuffs 
with you, for we must not lose a sheep for a ha- 
porth of tar I am yours in hast 


LOS 
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Qdbertisentents, 
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MUSIC FOR SALE CHEAP, 
At No. 272 Market Street, 
( Between Eighth and Ninih): 


Also at 164 S. Eleventh street, 
( Between Walnut and Spruce ): 


‘* Js there a Heart that never loved?’ 


‘* Tho Love is warm awhile,” 
‘* Ah! sure a Pair was never seen,” 
** Bewildered Maid ,”’ 
** Love’s Young dream,” 
As sung by Mr. Philipps: 


* Sailor’s Last Whistle,” 
‘* Bruce’s Address to the Army,” 
As sung by Mr. Incledon; 


‘Whilst with Village Maids I stray,” 
Sung by Mrs. De Luce. 


“ We shall live together, Laddie,”’ 
4 favourite Scotch air, §e. 


“Blow, blow, ye winter’s winds, or Man’s In- 
gratitude,” a favorite song by Dr. Arne; 
PRICE 122 Cents, each. 

The above pieces are all printed in the best (folio) 
manner, on fine post paper, remarkably strong and 
much better calculated for music, than the flexible, 
soft kind commonly used for the purpose, which is 
found to tear too easily in the folds--the post-paper 
which Mr. Lewis uses for his music is strangly siz- 
ed and very difficult to break. 


All music printed at this office, and sold separately 
from the “Museum,” is warranted correct. 


—— 
—_——— 


THE WEEKLY 
Musical Visitor. 


H. C. LEWIS proposes to publish, by subscrip- 
tion, a periodical werk entirely devoted to Music, 
under the above title, in Weekly Numbers; a No. to 
consist of Two Folio Pages, on a sheet of superior 
paper, and be delivered to subscribers every Wednes- 
day, for One Dollar and a Half per Quarter. 

Subscriptions received at this office, 272 Market- 
street, and also at 164 south Eleventh-st, where spe- 


cimens of the work may be seen. The Music advyer- 
tised above, will constitute the first numbers. 
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AN OFFER to Printers. 


Since the addition of MUSIC to the “ Museum,” 
the number of newspapers from distant parts, sent 
to us for exchange, has become very burthensome 
to reciprocate. The support which the paper re- 
ceives by origina! communications, and the portion 
which the Music occupies, necessarily exclude 
many selections of merit which might be made from 
the different papers received. These circumstances 
render an extensive exchange useless. But the 
Editor never wishing to be considered churlish, 
begs leave to submit the following proposal to his 
brother editors, who desire to be supplied with 
his “ Musical Magazine.” The terms of subscrip- 
tion are One Dollar every three months, The price 
of an Advertisement inserted three times in almost 
any paper, is the same. Every Printer who 
will advertise the paper, (as below) shali be consi- 
dered a subscriber, and receive the Nos. three 
months, forevery three insertions quarterly. 


—- H. C. LEWIS. 
Music and Literature. 
NOW PUBLISHING, 
THE LADY’S & GENTLEMAN'S WEEKLY 


LIVERARY & MUSICAL 
MAGAZINE. 


This paper is regularly published every Monday, 
neatly printed in quarto. A part, not exceeding two 
pages, is always devoted to a popular piece of 
MUSIC, executed with types, in an improved man- 
ner; which, for appearance and correctness may vie 
with any printed in the usual mode. The remaining 
portion of the paper is occupied with useful and en- 
tertaining miscellany, original and selected. 

Nine numbers of the ‘t Music Series” are now be- 
fore the public ; by which ladies and gentlemen may 
judge of the merits of the work now offered for their 
support by subscription. 





Terms.—One dollar per quarter, in advance, (For 
this sum, subscribers obtain, besides the literary en- 
tertainment, thirteen perfect pieces of music, which, 
at the usual retail price, would cost them three dol- 
lars and twenty-five cents!) 


Subscriptions received by the editor, H. C. Lewis, 
No. 164, S. Eleventh-street, near Locust, and at his 
printing office, No. 272, Market-st. between Eighth 
and Ninth-streets; also, at the Book-stores of D. Ho- 
gan, Market, near Sixth-strceet, and W. Charles, S. 
Third, near Chesnut-street. 

gc? Orders from distant parts, addressed to H.C, 
Lewis, 272 Market-st. post-paid, and enclosing not 
less than one dollar, will be attended to immediately: 

Philadelphia, Feb. 22, 1819. 


—_———_—_—_—_—__E=_ ES ee 


H. C. Lewis, Printer. 272 Market STREET. 











